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For His voice, more lovely than song of all

earthly birds,
In accents humble and happy spoke slow, con

soling words.

Thus Jesus discoursed, and was silent, sitting
upright, and soon

Past the casement behind Him slanted the sink-
ing moon;

And, rising for Olivet, all stared, between love
and dread,

Seeing the torrid moon a ruddy halo behind His
head.

FULFILMENT
WAS there love once ?   I have forgotten her.
Was there grief once ? grief yet is mine.
Other loves I have, men rough, but men who stir
More grief, more joy, than love of thee and thine.
Faces cheerful, full of whimsical mirth,
Lined by the wind, burned by the sun;
Bodies enraptured by the abounding earth,
As whose children we are brethren: one.
And any moment may descend hot death
To shatter limbs ! pulp, tear, blast
Beloved soldiers who love rough life and breath
Not less for dying faithful to the last.
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